I ' r nrsi 

Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy, 
liye and beget a happy race of Kings: 

vnhappy fonnes do bid thee flourifii- 

Enter the GheJi of ^tteene Anne^his wife, 
R/ff^«rd,Thy wife, that wretched A»»ethy wife. 

That neucr flept a quiet hourc with thee. 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbation?, 

To morrow, in the battell tliinke on me. 

And fall thy edgeleffe fword,difpairc and die.' 

To R/f^.Thou quiet fouIe,fleepe thou a quiet fleepe, 
Dreame of ruccefie,and happy viftory. 

Thy aduerfarics wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the ghqfi of BuckinglMm, 

The firft was I that helpt thee to the Crowfie, 

The laft was I that felt thy tyranny, 

O in the batteli thinke on Buckingham^ 

And die in terror of thyguiltinefle; 

Dreame on,dreame on,of bloody deeds and death,’ 
Fainting dilpaire, dilpairing yeild thy breattvT" 

To Eich, 1 dyed for hope ere I xouldJcnd thee aid. 
But dtearcthy hcart,and benot thou difmayd, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide, ■ ^ 
And A#cWdfals in height ©fall his pride. 

fiarted out of his dreame. 

K.R/f^.Giue me another horfe,bind vp my wounds 
Hauc mercy lefu ; foft I did but dreame. 

O coward confcicnce, howdoft thouaffliit me ? 

The lights buqjeblew,itisnotdead midnight: 
r Cold fearefull drops ftand on my trembling flefli. 
What do I feare my felfc? theres noneellc by, 
Rff^Wloues Bjchard, that isjam I, 

Is th?re a murtherer here, No, yes, I am. 

Then flie, what from my felfe ? great realbn why, 
leaft I reucnge. What ? my felfe vpon my felfe; 
Alacke Iloue my felfe, wherefore? for any good 
Jhatniy leffc hath done vnto my felfe : 


ef i^l'diarci tiie 7 lhird» 

Forhatefulldle^^^^ ’ ^ 

I ®SeVf thy we!l\oofe doe not flatter; 

MV con^ » thoufandfeuerall tongues, 

Andeueryiongtiefbringsin a feueralltale. 

And euery tale condcmnes rne for a villaine . , 

P^nurv in the highcft degree, 

Murder* fterne murder , in the dyreft degree, 

Allfcuelallfinnes,allvfdetneacfr 

Throng all to the BoarO, crying all^guilty^uilty, 

I (hall aifpaiie there is no creature loues me, 

Andifl die , no foulefhallpittic me ! 

IS whOTfore mould they f ■ toe that I my felfe, 

Tind in mv felfe, no pitty to my felfe* 

Me thought the foulcs of all that lhaue murdr 

StoiyTent.and euery onedidtto^ 

To morrowes vengeance on the head ofRtchard. 

R^r. My Lord.' '• , _ 

j wh cf'is there ^ ^ 

R 4 rT My Lord tis I ; the early village Codes, 

Haue thrice donefalutation to the mornc. 

Your friends are vp , and buckle o" their ’ 

Kin£.'.O E.atchfe , I haue dream d a fearefull drcamfe, 
V;rhatthink‘ft thou, will our friends prouc all true ? 

R4f. No doubt my Lord* 

King. O Katclife f fearc i I fear^, . 

R 4 fT Nay good my Lord benbtafrraid of Ihadowfs^ 
JTiwjj.Bythe Apoftle B /»«/, lhadowes to night 
Hanc ftrooke more terrour to the foule oi9 Etfsard, 

Then can the fubftance often thqufahd Souldiers 
Armed inproofe, and led by flialloW'Ric/wwwrf.^ 

Tis not yet neere day comegoe with mes 

Vndcrour Tents, Ilcplay the ewefe'dropper, 

To heare if any meane to (hrinke from me, ■ xeunt* 

Enter the Lards to 'Richmond* 
lords. Good TRons 3 \s B.iei}mond,^ 






